n8               THE   COMPLAINT

Yet feemes me not withouten heires to be,

Who (wrongde like hir) ful angrely can fcoule,

And beare in breft a right reuenging mode,

Til time and place, may ferue to worke their will.

Yea furely fome, the beft of al the broode

(If they had might) with furious force would kil.

But force them not, whofe force is not to force.

And way their words as blails of bluflring winde,

Which comes ful calme, when ftormes are pafl by

courfe:

Yet God aboue that can both lofe and bynde,
Wil not fo foone appeafed be therefore,
He makes the male, of female to be hated,
He makes the fire go fighing wondrous fore,
Becaufe the fonne of fuch is feldorne rated.
I rneane the fonnes of fuch ram finning fires,
Are feldome fene to runne a ruly race.
But plagude (be like) by fathers foule defires
Do gadde a broade, and lacke the guide of grace
Then (Lapwinglike) the father flies about,
And howles and cries to fee his children flray,
Where he him felfe (and no man better) mought
Haue taught his bratts to take a better way.
Thus men (rny Lord) be Metamorphofed^
From feemely Ihape, to byrds, and ougly beastes:
Yea braueil dames, (if they amiffe once tredde)
Finde bitter fauce, for al their pleafant feasts.
They must in fine condemned be to dwell
In thickes vnfeene, in mewes for minyons made,
Vntil at laft, (if they can bryde it wel)
They may chop chalke^ and take fome better trade.
Beare with me (Lord) rny lusting dayes are done,
Fayre Phylomene forbad me fayre and flat
To like fuch loue, as is with lull begonne.
The lawful loue is befl, and I like that.
Then if you fee, that (Lapwinglike) I chaunce,
To leape againe, beyond my lawful reache,
(I take hard taske) or but to giue a glaunce,
At bewties blafe: for fuch a wilful breache,